his legs dangling and the Major's arms around him to keep
him from falling. For hours he slept with scarcely a quiver,
despite the awkwardness of his position, while his com-
panion, awed by the magnitude of his burden, endured all
the agonies of cramp with stoic pride. He endured, that is,
until some soldiers appeared among the trees. Then, fearing
a slip might betray them, he woke the King and together
they watched CromwelFs men poking about among the
trees and bushes.

The search was very close, for it had been cried through-
out the land that the captor of Charles Stuart would re-
ceive a reward of one thousand pounds. The sum meant a
comfortable independence for life to the lucky winner,
and thousands of Englishmen were hunting eagerly for the
c< tall black man upwards of two yards high/* Charles him-
self was not a little alarmed by the vastness of the tempta-
tion which had been placed in the way of his benefactors,
and their fidelity drew from him an affectionate gratitude
which he had been brought up to regard as unbecoming a
Prince. His was a heart hard to touch with any emotion,
but the Penderells managed to do it.

Night permitted the fugitives to descend from their
bower. Penderell had meanwhile brought word that Wil-
mot was in a secure though temporary haven at the home
of Colonel Whitgreaves, to which the King was advised to
come for a conference. With Humphrey Penderell as his
guide, he tramped the weary miles over the rough country
roads, stumbling painfully in the darkness. Every step was
agony, for his tender feet had been rubbed raw, were swol-
len and split and blistered. But he hobbled along with the
help of a crooked thorn stick and cracked bitter jests which
the stolid Penderell did not understand* When he finally
reached Whitgreaves* house, his friends were shocked in-